ilusion Of Destruction 


Author: Mrs. Victoria 


Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: Axl Rose, Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin, Slash, Steven Adler 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Tue Dec I5 2015 19:30: GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry if you find some errors in my spelling, i'm not a native english speaker. Constructive criticism is always 


welcome (: please comment if you like it and want me to continue, lots of lovel 


Mary Jane's POV 


The loud and deafening horn of a car outside pulls me out of my pleasant dream and makes me jump in the 
bed. | sit down, still sleepy and cursing this damn noisy city where | had to move in. | get out of bed and slowly 
walk to the bathroom. 

Okey, | know its wrong to complain, comparing it to my last "home", this place is like a palace. It's just a small 
apartment with two rooms (one of them | use as a storehouse to keep my paintings), a bathroom, and a little 
living room with a kitchen Its not much, but it's more than what | could have ever asked for. 

| wash up my face and teeth and pick up my long red hair in a high ponytail. Then | go back to the kitchen and 
put whats left of coffee in the fire. Lately, business in New York Records (music shop where | work) isn't 
going very well, so my weekly earnings had to be reduced. Of course this means | can barely afford coffee, 
given that all the money goes to the apartment rent. Generally | survive the whole day with a sandwich and 


beer. 

| let out a big sight as | hold the warm cup of coffee against my lips. Today will be a long day. 

| walk to my room to get dressed. My outfit isn't very different from what | usually wear: Ramones t-shirt, 
ripped jeans, high boots and black leather jacket. Nothing very ostentatious. As | walk out of the room | grab 
my keys and my guitar (probably the most precious object | own), and walk out of the apartment, checking the 
door locks twice. In this city its always better safe than sorry. 

| have ten minutes to the shop by foot, so | hang the guitar to my sholder and start the daily walk. 

When | arrive to the shop, my partner Dave has already opened, and he's talking to a client, showing him a 
couple of Pink Floyd records. He winks to me as | walk in, and | give him a little smile. After making sure my 
guitar is safely stored behind the counter, | approach to a girl who's looking at the Beatles shelve. Great 
choice. 

Its half past one, and my shift here doesn't end till eight o'clock. But today is a special day. Since i'm running 
out of money, our boss Doug (who is such a caritative soul, relatively speaking) gave me the oportunity of 
being the nights "musical entertainment", at a night club down the street that he's associated with. | know he's 
just trying to get advantage out of my wasted singing and guitar playing skills, because he's fully aware of my 
talent and all the money he could make out of it, if he had the chance. I'm not very happy or excited about 
this thing. Having to sing and play in front of a bunch of drunk guys and drug dealers, who don't care or don't 
even notice you're standing in front of them showing your talent to the world, isn't exactly everybodys idea of 
becoming a rockstar. But this means more money for me to live, so | took it gratefully, even though | wish 
that the hours remaining until the clock hits eight would never pass. 

Fortunately, a lot of people come in to the shop today. So with all the work, the clock goes fourty five past 
seven before | even notice. So | get ready for the "big night" while Dave turns off the lights and closes the 
shop. 

Well, good luck tonight- He says when we go out to the street. 

—Um, thanks..- | mumber uncomfortably. | know he's a bit jeaulous that Doug chose me for this and not him, 
but if the old man hadn't insisted so much on me doing it, | would gladly give him the honour. He just stares at 
me, with his brown hair all messy, as if he wanted to tell me something. Then he just turnes around and walks 
away without saying goodbye. Crap. Now | gotta fix things with Dave to. I'll talk to him later, for now, | have 
twenty drunkies to "entertain". | let out a big sight, and walk across the street to the night club with 


resignation. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Well here's Izzy's POV. 
Thanks a lot to sgSixx for being the first to welcome me herel 


Please comment if you like it or have any suggestions or advices, there always welcome (: Lots of lovel 


Izzy's POV 


| feel like this is a fucking waste of time. People who play in places like this often don't even know how to play 
the flute. But Duff knows one of the persons who play here and says he's an old friend. That doesn't mean he 
would be good enough as a support band. Duff still hasn't told us who's the guy, saying it's a surprise. | try to 
trust him, but deeply, | really doubt this will be worth it. 

Duff enters the nasty night club ahead of us. | glance at Axl, who looks as dissapointed as me by the lack of 
class this night club has. We both try to keep up at Duff and he's misterious friend, but were also starting to 
get tired of this shit. We only have one week to find a good support band for the tour, so this better be good, 
or will be toasted. 

We sit around in one of the old tables in front of the little stage, me in the middle. Duff leans down on his 
seat, with a calm smile on his face, pulling back his excesively long legs to fit them under the table, his 
bleached blonde hair all messy. He's so high most of the time | think he hasn't even noticed brown roots are 
starting to show. Axl sits next to me, with expectation and contained anger marked on his face. A tall, black 
haired hooker is rolling her fingers through his long red hair, trying to get his attention, but he sends her 
away in a second with a cold "fuck off bitch" look. 

The club lights go down, leaving on only the stage reflectors. Axl and | shut up and sit straight in the chairs, 
concentraded on the person who's about to make it's entrance. Duff doesn't move a muscle, his smile even 
bigger. 

Okey, | was expecting an eighteen year old blonde boy, with acne and the dream of becoming a rockstar. Damn, 
how wrong | was. 

Well, first of all, it's a girl. And WHAT a girl. Can't be older than twenty or some. She sits in the hight chair, in 
front of the michrophore. Just four words: Oh my fucking god. Not in my whole life i've met anything more 
beautiful than that girl. Fuck. | see incredibly hot chicks practically every day, but this woman's beauty could 
never compare to them. 

She's tall, slim and slender. She's got a fuckin perfect body, and | can be sure about it even though she's not 
nearly naked, like most of the chicks that go by our apartment every day. She's wearing a Ramones t-shirt, 
ripped jeans, high boots and a black leather jacket. Quite simple, yet, damn sexy. Her wavy red hair reaches 
her middle back. | feel a big desire of running my fingers through it. | stop breathing when | look at her eyes. 
Light grey, just like the colour of the sky in a summer storm. She lays down in the floor the acoustic guitar 
hanged in her shoulder, and takes off her jacket. Man. Her beautiful skin is white as snow. | squeeze my knees 
when | feel an uncontrolable impulse of getting off my seat and approach to the stage to touch it. | can 


picture in my mind her silky soft skin under my fingertips. Shit. What the hell is going on with me? | shake my 
head to clear my mind and cross my legs to hide my growing erection. Man. No girl has ever made me go hard 
without even talking to me. But this is not just some girl. 

| look around to see the guys. Duff is sitting straight in his chair now, looking at the pretty girl with a big 
smile in his face. Now wonder why he wouldn't tell us who the misterious friend was. | think we would had 
never accepted a girl as our support band. | look at Axl. First thing | see is that fucking look in his face. 

Yeah. THAT look. The look he has when the only thing he has in mind is taking a girl to a dark and lonely place. | 
see hunger in his eyes, and i'm sure he's already figuring out a way to fuck this girl. Yeah, sure. Over my dead 
body. 

What? That was fucking ridiculous. I've never even talked to this chick and i'm already willing to fight my best 
friend to have her. This is weird. 

| sit straight in the chair and keep my eyes on the ground, trying my best not to look up to the gourgeous 
red haired girl in front of me. But that goes to hell when she starts singing. | inmediatly look up to her. Guitar 
on her lap, lips against the mike, she sings the first chords of The Rolling Stones, Out of Tears. She has the 
most sexy, soft, and profound voice I've ever heard, and her long, thin fingers run the guitar strings in a way | 
had never seen in a woman. Duff leans next to me and whispers in my ear: 

-Still thing only jerks play here? 

_She's.. awesome ~- Is all | can manage to say. 

— She might be just what were looking for. From where do yo know this girl? - Axl asks Duff. 

— Her name's Mary Jane Gray. | met her a few days after | got here. She's a good friend, but with all this 
crazyness | haven't seen her in a long time. - Mary Jane.. beautiful name. And it fits her perfectly. So, having 
the beautiful Mary Jane for a whole year with us in the tour.. No problem at all. - She has a great voice and 
plays damn good. There's a lot much more about her than this. - Duff continues, looking around the place with 
repugnancy. - She's way too good for this shit. 

Axl glances at me, waiting for an opinion. 

~ What do you say zz? - he asks. | turn my eyes back to the beautiful Mary Jane, whose grey eyes are 
staring all around the bar, watching everything, analizing every single person in the room. Hiting the songs last 
chords, she stops at our spot. Her eyes open wildly in recognition when she gives a look at Duff. He gives her a 
little wave of his hand, and she winks in response. I'm gonna melt. And then it happens. The song is over at the 
same time her eyes connect with mine. A small groan (that thank god no one heard) escapes from my lips and 
| hold my breath. And suddenly itm completely sure | would do anything to have this girl on the bus and 
heading the tour with me. Unfortunatly, the connection between our eyes is broken when she stands up. | clear 
my throat and turn to Axl, who's still expecting an answer. 

— | think she's amazing, and would be perfect as support band - Axl and Duff smile in agreement. Oh yeah. 
First of all | have to figure how to keep this girl away from Axl and Slash's hands, or this tour will turn out to 
a living hell. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Hello! here's chapter 3 (: sorry for the delay, but i had a test to study for, i hate history ( 


Hope you like it, please comment! Lots of lovel 


Mary Jane's POV 


| run my fingers through the strings, playing one of my favorite Rolling Stones songs, and start singing. There's 
exactly fourteen people in the night club. And | think only three of them are actually interested in my music. 
Three tall dudes, clearly rock stars, lean forward in their seats with attention One of the faces look very 
familiar. | start looking through my mind to find out where I've seen this guy. Then | remember a very tall, 
brown haired dude, called Michael. Well, everybody knows him by the name of Duff know. He waves his hand to 
me and with a huge smile and | give him a wink | hadn't seen him in years. Actually we stopped talking and 
hanging out when he joined that crazy band. Never thought I'd seen him in a place like this. 

The other two guys with him look pretty surprised by my performance. The band's frontman Axl Rose | think, 
big guy with long red hair, very similar to mine only straight and darker. He has a sexy face, no doubt, but 
something in his expression and how he sat on the chair with his arms crossed. Too arrogant. And by the look 
in his eyes | can tell he's already picturing me in his bed. Yeah sure. As if. Then | turn to the third guy. | think 
its the rhythm guitarist, but | can't recall his name. Oh god. | nearly sing the wrong words at the end of the 
song when our ayes meet. He's tall, and has long black hair. Damn. He's sexy as hell. I've seen him a lot of 
times in TV with the band, and | always thought he was attractive, but in person he looks waaay much good. 
He's wearing a black vest over a white shirt, black jeans and boots. | hold my breath when | sing the last word, 
grateful that the song is finally over, cause my mind is a complete mess right now. | stand up and hold my 
guitar tightly, and trying not to fall over. | grab the jacket from the back of the chair, slowly walking away 
from the center of the stage. Man. What's going on? What's Michael doing in a place like this, after all this 
time? What could he want from me? My feet hit the ground when | jump off the stage, trying not to get 
much attention. No use. | see Michael walking towards me with the other two guys following him behind. 

-Hey MJ! Long time no see. - He says with a big smile. When he gets next to me, he pulls me into a tight hug. 
- Its great to see you again, I've missed you girl. - | can't do anything but smile and hug him tightly. | missed 
him too. | break our embrace to look at him. 

— I've missed you too Michael.. It's great to know you haven't forgot about me after all. - | say with a grin. He 
laughs. 

— I'd never forget about you sugar. - He hugs me again with one arm. 

Its really great to see Michael again. Back at the time, we used to do all sorts of crazy things together, and 
we laughed all the time. He was about the only good friend | had here. | got really sad when he joined that 
crazy band and became famous, cause we stopped talking, but | figured he was too busy with all that thing to 
hang out, so | got over it eventually. 

Well guys - he says to the other two. | do my best not to look at the sexy black haired guy, but his 


penetrating eyes constantly on me make me nervous as hell. - Let me introduce you to the old friend | talked 


to you about, Mary Jane. Honey, these are Axl - he points at the pretty red haired boy. - And Izzy. My band 
mates. - Izzy. That what his name, Izzy Stradlin. | couldn't remember it. Who doesn't know the Gun's N' Roses 
members name's? Axl reaches his hand towards me, and | shake it, trying not to look as nervous as | am. 
-Hey MJ - wow, we're going by MJ already? - Izzy just stares at me. 

-Pleasure to meet you Mary Jane. - He says, looking at me right in the eyes. Oh my. You sure | didn't just 
melt to the ground? He has such a profound and masculine voice. Very mysterious. Killer sexy. 

-Nice to meet you guys. - Its a miracle my voice doesn't break 

-It was a pretty nice thing you did up there. You're really good. - Axl says. He has a soft, low voice. A voice 
meant for seduction 

Well, thanks. | might be better than you. - | joke. He chuckles. 

~Yeah, keep dreaming. - Man, what an arrogant dude. | look at Izzy, who's looking at the ground with a smile on 
his face. | can tell Axl annoys him too sometimes. 

| turn to Michael, who's looking alternatively at Axl and me. 

_So, what's up? What are three big rockstars doing in a dumpster like this? - He smiles and points up to the 
bar. 

-Let's go for some drinks and we'll explain it you. 

Ten minutes later, Michael (vodka bottle on his hand), Izzy and | are sitting in front the bar. Axl is in a dark 
corner of the night club, passionately kissing a tall black haired girl. Man, don't you have a little shame? Oh 
right, their rockstars. They have NO shame. Michael gives him a glance and then turns back to me, as if it 
was the most normal thing in the world. He looks at me seriously. 

—We have a proposal for you. A very important one - | raise my eyebrows, with curiosity. Don't know why, 
but | get the feeling nothing good can come out of that. | haven't seen him in almost five years and suddenly 
he appears here with a proposal for me? This is way too weird. 

~0k, I'm listening. - He takes a sip from the vodka bottle, and looks at Izzy, who smiles and pulls a package of 
cigarettes from his pocket and lits it. | just stare at him, careful not to drool. 

Well, our tour starts in a month, and we need a support band to open for us in each performance. And you 
fit perfectly for the job - Wait, WHAT? Me? Opening up for Gun's N' Roses? These guys are crazy. | look at 
Izzy, without believing what he just said. 

-You're kidding right? - He gives me a devastating smile. 

-Not at all darling. Why would you think that? 

_Are you insane? | don't have a band, it's just me, and... I'm not that good. - Michael laughs next to me. | look 
at him. 

-You're damn good MJ. You play since you were ten and you have a killer voice. Everyone's gonna love you. 
We'll figure something out about the band thing. We can find drummer to help you out. 

_| have a friend who's a drummer, but.. 

_Great, that settles it then. - He determinates, with a satisfaction smile. 

_Micheel.. 

_Duff. - | roll my eyes. 

Fine, Duffff. - | say putting emphasis in the f. - | haven't said yes. l.. | have to think about it. 

Well sugar, think fast. We only have one week left to find a good band. - | sigh, desperate. 

One week only? | need more time. 

-There is no time. - | turn around at Izzy. - After this week we'll have all settled and ready to leave. Duff's 
right, you better think fast. - | let out a huge sigh, my mind going a thousand miles per hour. 


| know one thing for sure, going on a tour with these guys means four things: Drugs, alcohol, parties, and sex. 
Exactly the four things I've been running from for the past five years. Now that Im over that ugly phase of 
my life, | surely don't wanna go back. So | definitely can't get on a bus with these guys. 

-Dont worry. - An electric current runs through my back when | feel Izzy's hand on my arm. | look at him. 
He's smiling gently. - Take this week and think about it, then you call us and tell us what you decide. - | nod 
slowly and return him the smile. Then | turn back at Michael. Or Duff. Whatever. But he's not there. | spot him 
next to the stage, with a blonde, red lips girl. Damn, don't this guys think about anything else but sex? 

| glance at Izzy, who's also looking at Duff, slightly shaking his head in disapproval. 

Well, um, | guess | should get going. - | mumble, jumping out of the high chair and grabbing my guitar. He 
does the same thing, and grabs my jacket from the back of the chair, holding it for to put it on. | try not to 
smile like a high school in love teenager, and turn around, slipping my arms inside the soft leather. 

_ Thanks. 

-You're welcome darling. - Damn, he has the sexiest smile. | look elsewhere, knowing the effect that his lips 
cause in me. - Maybe you should give me your phone number, so | can call you if anything goes on. - | contain 
a happiness scream. The sexy guitarist Izzy Stradlin just asked me for my phone number. 

Oh don't be stupid MJ, he's just asking in case there's an emergency - My subconscious yells at me. Oh shut 
up. 

Feeling incredibly brave, | look for a pen in my jacket pocket, grab his hand, and write down my number in his 
palm. Damn, did | really just do that? 

-It was nice meeting you Izzy. - | grab my guitar, give a last glance at his speechless face and walk out the 
night club, with my heart bumping on my chest. That sexy man inside is going on that tour too. Maybe l'll 
think really serious about this. 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Hey there! here's chapter 4. So sorry for the delay, had a big exam i had to study for. Hope you enjoy it, Lots 


of love! 


Izzy's POV 


After Mary Jane turns around and walks out of the club leaving me completely speechless, | glance at the 
numbers at my hand. Okay. I'll admit it. I'm fucking into that woman. The way she smiled at me, the way her 
soft sexy voice pronounced my name, left me breathless. There was something about her, don't know exactly 
what, that immediately drew me in, even though | only talked to her about half an hour. | had never fell so 
hard for a girl before. Sure, there's been tons of sexy dancers that had made me go hard in a second, but 
that's all. Half an hour of lust and then pick up your shit and leave. That's how it always goes. But I'm not like 
Axl or Duff, whose women practically threw themselves at them. They like that, they enjoy it. | don't. | prefer 
the sweet and warm feeling of a woman | actually care about sleeping cuddled next to me. In all this crazy life, 
sometimes | just want a person to hug tight and sleep peacefully. Right now, the only person | want to hug is 
the beautiful red haired girl that just walked out the door. 

| turn around to the bartender and ask for a bottle of Jack. Right now | really need something to cool me up. 
Millions of thoughts go through my head. The hungry look in Axl's eyes when he looked at Mary Jane is still 
fresh in my mind. Cleary he already has as purpose to claim her for himself. But something tells me she's not 
gonna give in easily to him. | recognized the way she looked at him, obviously with displeasure. Unlike the girls 
we're mainly used to, this one has two things called "pride" and "dignity". Wanna see Axl or Slash fight against 
that. 

| turn around to find out what those two idiots are up to. Axl is nowhere to be seen. Probably he already took 
off with the black haired hooker to some quiet place. Duff is still flirting with blondie next to the stage. | grab 
the bottle of Jack and walk towards them. | slightly punch him in the back to get his attention when | arrive 
next to him. He turns around and gives me a little drunk smile. 

-What's up Iz? - He says hastily, wrapping an arm around the chick's waist and pulling her to his chest. She 
reaches her arm towards me and slides her bloody red nails fingers under my opened shirt, caressing my 
chest. 

-Wanna join us handsome? - She asks with a seductive voice. | smile and grab her wrist, pulling her hand away 
from me. 

-No thanks darling. l'm a busy man. - She shrugs and leans her body against Duff. 

-You lose it. - Duff holds her tight and slides his hand to her ass. 

-Where's Mary Jane? - He asks, scanning the club trying to find her. 

-She already took off man, 

Really? Didn't she tell you if she accepted our proposal? - | slowly deny with my head. 

Nope. But she gave me her phone number and said she would think about it. 


-Great then, we can call her in a few days for an answer. - | slightly nod. - You mind? We're kind of busy 


here... - | sigh and walk away from them, and out of the bar without saying a word. 

That's the bad thing about being a sensitive non-like-fame guy. Always pushed a side, as if | was some fucking 
freak. Well, guess in this ambit | sort of am. | throw the empty bottle into a trash can near the entrance. 
There's a lot of thing | have to think about seriously. If Mary Jane accepts the proposal and joins us on the 
Tour, I've gotta find a way to make sure none of the guys mess with her. But if she doesn't, I'll have to find a 
way to stay close to her. Girls like her are really hard to get their trust that you're not gonna try to get in 
their pants the first chance you get. I'd love to, but at least my intentions are honest. If | do ever make to 
her pants, | can assure it won't be just once. 

| lift my arm to stop the taxi that was passing by. | get in and absently murmur the address to the driver. 
As the car starts moving, | lean my head back and close my eyes. What a hell of a night. My thoughts 
immediately turn to the image of a pair of beautiful grey eyes. Man. What the hell did that girl do to me? She 
practically turned my world upside down in a nanosecond. Now | can barely get her off my mind. | find myself 
reproducing in my mind her performance. Her unique, mellow voice fills my ears again. There's something so 
gloomy about it that's driving me crazy to find out what it is. I've always had this weird ability Axl calls 
“fucking mind reading’, that makes it so easy for me to read people, even with strangers. Guess it might be 
because | don't talk much, which means | hear and see a lot. Looking at this amazing girl, | can tell there's a lot 
more behind a wall that hides her from the world. As if she was wearing a mask. And I'm desperate to know 
everything about Mary Jane, even the things she's got to hide. Maybe a dark past or a difficult childhood, 
maybe both. 

| have no idea how long | just sat there with my eyes closed, until | heard the driver's voice. 

Sir? We've already arrived. - | nod and sit straight, pulling out my wallet out of my jacket pocket. | throw 
fifty dollars at the passenger's seat, without even minding to look at the clock to see how much it is. 

—Thanks. - | say with low voice, getting out of the car. | walk towards the building, barely conscious of the 
weird look the driver of the cab is giving me. Fuck him. 

As soon as | cross the big glass doors, | notice the music. Noisy rock, coming from a few floors above. Oh shit. 
| run to the stairs and rush up, skipping a couple of steps. As | go up, | hear the music even louder. Two 
minutes later | arrive to our apartment's floor, gasping for air. The music is now an authentic din. And | know 
exactly where its coming from. | wide open the door of the apartment. Holy shit. The place is full of people I've 
never seen in my life. My hands turn into fists, as | decide who l'm gonna kill first, Steven or Slash. | enter 
with difficulty, pushing people to make my way to the stereo. As soon as | get to it, | bend down to the ground 
and disconnect it, turning the deafening music off. Immediately every one shuts up and looks towards me to 
see what happened to all the noise. | spot Slash bouncing on the couch, and Steven in a corner with a bunch of 
groupies. | get air to my lungs to make myself heard. 

-Everyone out. NOW. - Everyone starts to complain in disagreement. | give Slash a killer look He sighs, and 
jumps off the couch. 

_Come on folks, party's over. - Thankfully, they get the message and the apartment starts to empty out, 
leaving a major mess behind. A blonde groupie with a pink dress, stays behind and rolls her fingers through my 
hair. 

-Come on Izzy, stop being so boring. Wanna have some fun? - | pull her arms away and start pushing her 
towards the door in a non-kind way. 

-No thanks. Go have fun with some other dick. - | push her out the apartment and close the door. Then | turn 
to the two assholes that are staring at me like jerks, as if they were a pair of kids waiting for their mother 


to scold them. 


-You two seriously need a babysitter. - | kick an empty bottle of hell-knows-what and glance at them. - You 
better clean this shit up, or tomorrow you'll sleep outside in the alley. Ain't a joke. 

Sorry man. - Steven murmurs. 

Yeah, yeah. Sorry. - Says Slash, with his arms crossed and without looking at me. 

| give them a last glance before walking to my room. | get in and close the door. l'm tired as shit. | fucking hate 
always having to babysit these two. It's so fucking frustrating that everything always relays on me. | lean back 
in the bed, straightly looking at the roof. Then | remember something. | raise my hand above my face, looking 
at the black numbers written in my palm. | start to feel a big impulse of grabbing the phone and calling her. 
Yeah. I'm fucking desperate to hear the voice of a girl | met an hour ago. Ain't that crazy? 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
Hey! I'm finally back (: And here's chapter 5 (finally) Please comment if you like it, lots of lovel 


Mary Jane's POV 


After closing the apartment's door, | drop my guitar on the floor and rest my body against the door. | slowly 
start to slide down, ending siting on the floor. Okay. Let's make a count of my life's latest events. 

One: three worldwide famous rockstars came in to that nasty club to see me play. 

Two: | was mind-blown by a sexy black haired guitarist. 

Three: they actually proposed me to join them in they're Tour. 

Four: now I've got a damn week to decide if | stay in my new peaceful, no-troubled life or go back to the old 
Sex, Drugs and Rock n° Roll. 

Deeply, there's a part of me that wants to go back. Those years might have been like crap but it was the only 
time | really felt | was in the place | should be. | was myself. Today, I'm still fighting so damn hard with so 
many things of my past, sometimes | actually forget who | really am. But the thing is, that miserable past 
made me who | am. As much as | try to run away from it, it's still there, and it ain't going away. I've been 
sober for almost six months, and it took me hell to get here. Do | really want to throw all that effort away 
and go back to the old me? | really don't know. 

| lean my head back and close my eyes. All the way back home, | couldn't take off my mind those penetrating 
black eyes. | couldn't help the feeling that they could see through my soul. | can tell he solved me out in a 
second. I've always been reserved, always trying not to demonstrate my emotions so people can't find out what 
I'm thinking. But I'm pretty sure | couldn't fool his eyes. | felt like a puzzle, a puzzle where he could easily put 
the pieces together and see who | am. | felt.. exposed. 

| wanna know more about this Izzy Stradlin guy. Its too obvious there's a lot more than a pretty face and a 
sexy body. He's an enigma. A mystery I'm willing to solve, because after that half an hour we were together, 
he decoded me. And no one has ever did that. But there's one thing: if | want to get close to him, | have to go 
on this fucking tour. Otherwise I'll probably never see him again. And I'm definitely not willing to let that happen 
Damn. l'm actually going to throw away the new life | built just to go chasing an amazingly pretty guy as a 
fucking crazy groupie? What the hell is going on with me? 

| glance at the phone hanged in the wall. The picture of me daringly writing my number in his hand pops again 
in my mind. A stupid smile crosses my face when | remember his shocked expression. Suddenly | feel nervous. 
What if he calls? What the hell am | gonna say? Yeah, l'm going on this crazy tour | actually don't wanna be in, 
but I'm doing It because you freaking blew my mind. And what if he didn't call? Would | be able to resist the 
expectation? | doubt it. Oh damn. What in earth did that guy do to me? It's like he cast me with some fucking 
spell or something. I've never gone crazy for a guy. | normally step away from them. I've always had the 
opinion nothing good comes out of men. Especially the ones like him. I'm forgetting something important here: no 
matter how cute, quiet or reserved he is, he's a rockstar. And rockstars never look for sweet long-term 


relationships. They look for easy hook ups to have some fun, without the risk of commitment. That's what 


groupies are for, but I'm no fucking groupie and surely never will be. Besides, what could a guy like Izzy want 
from a girl like me? 

| spend the next three days walking around the house and staring nervously at the phone, waiting for the 
imminent call. I've been waiting to hear his voice since the night at the club. But | really don't know what l'm 
gonna do. If | say yes, I'll be risking to go back at being that person | hate, but if | say no, | know I'll regret it 
someday. 

| talked to Dave and told him about it, he pretended to be happy for me, but | know that deep inside he was 
boiling in jealousy. He's always been a big fan of the Gun's. Although his face completely changed when | told 
him that, if | decided to take the offer and go on the tour, | wanted him to come with as my drummer. But 
things got a little bit off when he hugged me tight, and then kissed me. 

This is so damn confusing. I've known Dave for so long and he's a great guy, but | just don't feel it. He's cute 
and sweet and all, but when | look at him, | don't feel anything that moves me, there's no sparks, no fire. 
Once again, my subconscious comes knocking at my door. 

-Come on MJ, you don't feel anything cause he's not for you, or is it because he's not a sexy black haired 
guitarist and his name isn't Izzy Stradlin? 

| sigh and lean back in the couch. The soft touch of his long fingers on my shoulder when he helped me put on 
my jacket comes floating to my mind again. | smile. No guy could ever make those deep dark eyes disappear 
from my head. 

l'm so immersed in my thoughts that | jump when the phone starts ringing. Oh shit. Could it be him? For a 
second | contemplate the possibility of just let it ring. What am | gonna say? But when | realize that it might 
be Izzy on the other side, | practically run over it. | take a long breath, trying to control myself and my 
thoughts, and slowly grab the phone. 

Hello? 

-Hey Mary Jane. - | lean back against the wall at the sound of his mysterious, profound voice. 

Hey Izzy. 

-How you doin’? 

_l'm fine, thanks. 

-Good to know. - | can practically hear his smile. 

_Listen, um... | haven't made a decision yet.. 

-l know, don't worry about it. You can take a few more days. | just thought you might wanna come over to 
the record company. Maybe having a little bit more information will help you decide. - My head's running a 
thousand miles per second. The perspective of seeing him again sounds very tempting. 

Um, yeah sure.. When? 

Now, if you free. 

_| am. 

Great. - There's that smiley voice again. - I'll pick you up at the night club in thirty. - | do my best to 
control my voice and not stutter. 

-Great then.. I'll see you in a while. 

-See you Mary Jane. - | close my eyes, still tasting the sexy sound of his voice when he pronounces my 
name, as | hang up the phone. Ok, I'm gonna meet Izzy Stradlin in thirty minutes. What am | doing just standing 
here? | rush into the bathroom for a quick shower. 

Twenty minutes later, I'm standing next to the club's entrance, leaned against the wall and smoking a cigarette 


to calm my nerves. | stare at my guitar, resting against the wall, with my heart pounding in my chest with 


expectation 

The noisy sound of a motorcycle coming close pulls me down back to reality. A Harley (my dream motorcycle) 
parks next to de sidewalk, right in front of me. A tall, all dressed in black guy, removes the helmet to reveal 
his face. Next thing | know, I'm practically lost into Izzy Stradlin's eyes that are running through my body from 
head to toes. 


-Hi Mary Jane. - Ok, I'm definitely lost now. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
Hey people :D sorry i've been gone for so long, lotta stuff going around, but i don't want to bore you with my 
personal problems. Good thing is i'm back and brought chapter 6 with me! Enjoy :) 


Izzy's POV 

| devour her slim body with my eyes as | remove the helmet from my head. She looks so fucking beautiful in 
her ripped jeans, boots, and her scottish style shirt over a white tank shirt. Her long damp waves are covering 
her shoulders, and she's not wearing a bit of makeup. She's effortlessly gorgeous and that takes my breath 
away. These lasts days she's the only thing I've able to think about, impossible to get her out my fucking mind. 
~ Hey Mary Jane. 

~ Hey Izzy. - My heart skips a beat when she smiles and pronounces my name. | smile back and stand up. | pull 
another helmet from underneath the seat of the motorcycle and throw it at her. The simple fact that she 
nimbly catches it in the air makes my dick twitch at how fucking hot that makes her look | settle back in the 
bike, trying to hide the immediate response she had from me and look at her with a playful smile. 

— So, you comin’? - She smiles back, as if she was accepting a challenge. 

— Sure. - | contemplate her as she grabs the guitar resting against the wall and hangs it on her shoulder, 
before pulling her hair back and putting on the helmet. 

| stare back at the front, trying to avoid looking to much at her, holding my breath as she walks closer. But | 
automatically glance back at the long, perfect leg she crosses around the bike. Fuck. It feels like fucking 
paradise when she wraps her arms tightly around me. | smile to myself as | put on my helmet and start the 
bike. | think I'll take the long road just to feel her arms tightly around me a bit longer. 

When | stop at a red light, | notice Mary Jane's arms loosen a bit. | close my eyes and take the little pause to 
think. l'm taking Mary Jane to meet the rest of the guys at the record company. Axl's hungry eyes the other 
day at the club are still placed in my brain, and | don't want to think what Slash will say when he sees her. l'm 
pretty sure he'll be all over her. Don't blame him though, | know | am. That doesn't mean this doesn't make me 
fucking nervous. Its kinda weird that I'm racking my brains to try to find out a way to keep her exclusively 
for me. Until now, none of our girls have had a "property of..." label. Jealousy is off the question. They come in, 
we all fuck them, they choose one of us to stick with and by the month they bite the dust, immediately 
replaced by a fresh new one. | hope to god the girl behind me becomes the exception to the rule. 

| pull on the throttle when the lights hit green and the bike moves forward. 

About five minutes later | park the bike in front of the small place. Mary Jane and | hop out of it and retrieve 
our helmets. She absently hands me hers as she stares at the old black sign that says "Geffen Records". | 
smile as | store the helmet underneath the seat. 

-Not what you expected? - The corners of her lips twitch into a smile as she looks to the ground. 

-Maybe | expected a lot of flashing cameras and a red carpet. - | smirk and look at her playfully. 

Well, it's a bit early for paparazzi.. but the red carpet doesn't sound bad. Maybe I'll present a complaint at 
management for not having one. - | reply sarcastically. Staring at the entrance, she bites her bottom lip. That 


has an automatic sexual effect on me. | find myself staring once again at her perfect figure. The motorcycle 


trip dried her damp hair, so now her long red waves cascade down her back and shoulders. | clear my throat 
and awkwardly approach the glass doors when | feel my pants growing tighter. 

-You ready? - | ask, holding out my hand to her. 

She stares at my stretched hand for a second before nodding slightly and slipping her long thin fingers 
between mine. The second our skin meet, | feel and intense wave of electricity running down my spine, the 
same way | felt when she grabbed my hand and wrote her phone number on my palm. And by the way her 
body suddenly tenses, | can tell she felt the same way. | smile and open the doors, pulling her inside next to 
me. We walk through a corridor to the small recording room. When we approach it, | can hear the scandal 
through the door. | roll my eyes in annoyance. | thought I'd asked them that at least for today they could try 
to behave. | give Mary Jane an apology smile. She chuckles. 

-Don't worry about it. - She smiles. | take a deep breath and open the door. The four of them shut up when 
Mary Jane and | step in. Axl immediately jumps off the couch where he was laying and stares at Mary Jane 
from head to toe shamelessly. But then he eyes me weirdly. | return the look confused, until | notice we're still 
fucking holding hands. | quickly let go of her fingers, making her slightly blush. Thankfully the others don't pay 
much attention to it, because Duff comes jumping towards Mary Jane. He wraps his arms around her and lifts 
her from the ground, slowly spinning her around. | can't help feeling a bit of envy towards Duff for being able 
to hold her without asking questions. 

-Hey Janie! - While Duff greets his friend, | turn to Slash who's sprawled on the armchair behind me, instantly 
regretting it. His jaw drops when Duff safely places Mary Jane on the floor, giving him a better look of her. As 
| expected, he practically eats her with his eyes. He stands up and sticks to my side. 

-This the support chick? 

Yeah. - | answer, rolling my eyes irritably. 

—Man, she's a fucking goddess! | think I'm hard. - He gasps. | shake my head in disbelief. - I'm gonna go try and 
get to first base. - He says with a devious smirk. Before | can protest, he's already off to the other side of 
the room, where Duff is introducing Mary Jane to Steven 

| let out a big sight and take the seat Slash abandoned, grabbing the bottle of Jack from the coffee table. But 
peace doesn't last long. Next thing | know Axl is standing in front of me, with a not much pleased face. 

-Why the fuck were you holding her hand? - He asks calmly, glancing at me suspiciously. Great, now what? 
Before | can muster a clever response, Slash's loud voice breaks through the room. 

-Hey you two! Are we goin' to fucking play or not? - | glace at Axl once last time before jumping out of seat 
and grabbing my guitar. 

One beautiful hot girl, three guys with a lot of sex experience already desperately wanting to fuck her, in a 
pretty small room. This is gonna be a very interesting day. 


